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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

REVEILLE 

Sleep-soaked bodies are pried 
Out of the obese night; laziness, 
Yearning in porous flesh, 
Is squeezed as from a sponge. 

Silver tubes lifted upward by young buglers 

Spout glistening sound 

Upon the murk of early day. 

The sounds of first call 

Clink and glisten in the early air; 

Bright chips of sound tinkle and clash sweetly 

Like ice in the dusky water of an urn. 

Reveille and the murmur of men — 
A murmurous cloud of dusk lifts 
From the earthen floor. A murmur 
Distant, huge, sweet with Being's joy, 
Rises from the awakening thousands 
Of earth-born bodies. 
The blare of regimental bands 
Hoists finally night's curtain 
With distant shattering. 

ON THE ROAD 

The world sweats 

In a bedding of throbbing, thick light; 

Heat soaks like a bitter oil 

Into the texture of being; 
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Baker Broxvnell 

Dust steams from the earth 

Under the feet of infantry 

And coats the air with minute fur. 

Along the smothered road men plod 

Between silent horizons, 

Between thin, yellow borders of the earth 

Pressed flat under a burden of light. 

Painted, vivid silence 

Waits along the desert's rim. 

SOUTHWARD 

Forbidden Mexico 

Four hundred yards away — 

A drunken, tawny beast — 

Slept across the southward path. 

"There shall no soldier go," 

The order was, "beyond 

The murky middle of the stream." 

Forbidden Mexico! — 

Its drifting slopes 

Slid back into sun-hid distance. 

Its tawny skin, sleek 

With clean aridity, 

Lay unpunctured by man's growth. 

Four hundred yards away — 

A thousand years could sink 

Into the gap between this river-bank and that. 
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